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SUBJECTIVITY 

Subjectivity, there is the 
strange thing. Cats or 
trees I can explain, or 
the characters of George or Carol but 
when to the 
worried self I turn I 
turn and 
wander astray, or 
turn back, or 

footle about the brim of that vaporous funnel. O the 
facts are grave or to 
the merry flippant but 
in that most 
ponderous vacuous- 
ness no 

verbs obtain. Is a 
space and space- 
lessness like a warm vulva : 

That, despite wanting every 
warm name-mark still 
invites to an x that is in- 
valuable. 



MY OPINION 

My opinion floats before me, ovum or 

shade. Vision! Clear 

vision, that would be channing but 

in this 

groping murk I 

find no solid I can hold to my eyes. If on a 

floor I could set foot but 

I've no foot, nor 

much conviction of flooring which is 

anyway thereby 

rendered irrelevant — with 

one thought gripping the 

murk I 

guarantee brain, penis, gullet or their 

intellectual peers. O 

perfect solace ! No 

true happiness need 

be denied : upon 

receipt of which 

gorgeous assurance the 

mist coagulates in food and girls. Indeed I have a 

shrewd suspicion there was 

never an opinion there. 



And you come to a river. Tall 
creepers dropped to the surface. Still 
floor of water. 

It is 
here you will find her — here, 
if anywhere. Wide 
confidence of moving, almost motionless, water. 

She comes to you now, from the deep forest. What 
immaculate grace. Every leaf and 
stem twisting precisely; 

matting all but invisibly the gleaming surface of 
water. 



SCENE 

' Goat ! ' I commented. 

With the rain hissing over all 

the forest and like a factory deafening on the flat brown 

river he 

grinned at me, sheltering under broad leaves. Rain 
dripped off them, and the bank between us ran with thin 

mud. A sharper light came from the clouds on my left, 

above the river. ' Look,' he said, turning from his pleased 

embarrassment, ' it'll soon be clearing.' 



SONG FOR A NEW MOON 

Sinks Orion, and the dogdays ebb 
listlessly into September. Grave or gay 
wait for the 

clanging moon, harvest- or 
honey- 
Rises over the wheat-stooks and with you, 
in the sun's failing, 
perfectly we retain the loved heat. I sing : 

Demeter keep us warm in your absence, Persephone, 
the ripe grain, the wine, the handful of raisins in 

front of the log-fire 
repugning flowers and breezes 



{the long languors 



THE TEST FOR WOMEN 

I have 

found a test for women : if she 

as she move become a 

focus to the furnishings and is 

to them acceptable, by 

them enshrined, 

then she will be an excellent wife and a 

cheerful mother, un- 

complicating your simple matters. But if not she 

rides wild horses and will 

bring you nothing but tedium my son. 



PRAYER 

Clarity, once 

more, the uncluttered ! May even the gross 

colicky lout lumbering under the plane-trees, 

(track-suited) in 

misty October 

thin; 
and a dawn be clear in which he 
will walk marvellously 
on a springing downs. O clean and 
dewy air ! And a sea not distant. 

Let the dew make him a dancer 
for a formal time : 
gratifying a plain aspiration, 

for all week he has cleaned out kennels, and covered 
poodles in lather. 



DEAD WEIGHT 

O, purification of the sunless dawns ! I go 

Waving my stick, and about it 

The clouds wrap like candyfloss. Cleared : 

Are you open to me now, pale 

Empire of sky? Indefinite 

Infinite? 

Clogging of mud. 
Thick wodge of pastry. Lovers 
Cry behind me. It is my new 
Blood seethes with the old bacteria : 
Typhoid of Adam, on the talaria 
Mounting, ah 

The robustness of dawn air, my 
Sweet, my 
Love, 

climbing 
The elastic morning — 

typhoid of Adam : 
Dead weight, weight at my heels 
Like a dead bird slung from my waist. 
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THE TELEPHONE 

One afternoon of wind and sun 
I heard from on my pierced throne 
Above the tumuh of the trees 
The screaming of the telephone. 

And though love's bitter-sweet had all 
Come back I neither thought nor made 
A slightest motion; tiU the long 
Enquiring scream went still and dead. 
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AN ACCIDENT 

The dwarves are dying of inanition. They 
slouch against blocks of rock, or 
sit stupefied on broken tUes, the 
ragwort and willowherb flower about them. 

One or two 

sink over. Soon, at the bees' counting, 

they will collapse : the rotting daytime 

gather fumes; comes 

hooded crow, small rat, the scum of flies. 

Black flesh, red gut, over dainty ribs. I 
saw the same in Denmark. Dying, 
ugly and talented dwarves. Should 
we not 
get some warm water and blankets? 
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HENDECASYLLABLES 

(for Sam, in these trying times.) 

Little cat, you are sick. (He will take nothing 
and he squats in my lap, against my belly 
crumpled, anxious for warmth.) Dear cat, I tell him, 
this is clearly no way to solve your problem, 
get off ! eat ! (But he will not.) O, my crazy 
blue-eyed cat, you will die. Metabolisms 
work regardless. (He merely squeaks, protesting, 
bunches back, when I shift, and make to shift him.) 
Well, stay, cat. (Though I should, no doubt, be stronger 
did his attitude bring back less my lovers.) 
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BLACKTHORN 

So few drink at my flowers. I have watched them, 
large, light butterflies, lurching, head at twiUght 
homeward — that is, wherever insects fall to 
die, and they have in passing said to me, O 
blackthorn, blackthorn, I wanted so to see you 
when young. Who would have dared, though, then to speak 

with 
such thorns, such a precocious flowering? Now 
sated, lumbering, they their final resting- 
place collapse to. And never, never, I shall 
feed that butterfly, feed these creatures I could 
love, I think, from the depth of all my flowers. 
Curiing petals abandon my dark branches. 
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